
 

 

 

  

Dashing through the dark alleyways, Cassandra kept a beady-

eye out for anyone suspicious. The sky was heavy with jet-

black cloud. It was ready to lash her with rain at any second. 

Each winding street was devoid of any kind of life; not even a 

cat could be seen prowling the overflowing rubbish bins. 

 

 



 

 


